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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 


162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Ll. 


( atholic Readers 


BOOK AND MAGAZINE 








The GOLDEN THREAD of CATHOLIC THOUGHT 


Month after month our staff of Editors makes a selection of the 
most interesting articles in 50 Catholic Magazines. These articles are 
skillfully condensed for your enjoyment. 

Send 50 cents now for a three month trial subscription to this 
Catholic Reader’s Book and Magazine Digest. For 50¢ more we shall 
send a copy of the Small Roman Missal. For 75¢ more ($1.25) we 
shall include a beautiful rosary if money is sent before Nov. 5th. 

Seven out of ten Catholics are glad to subscribe to the Digest. 
The Missal or the Rosary can be offered as premiums. We need a 
reliable representative in every parish to take subscriptions. 


Catholic Libraty Service, 120 E. Fifth St., St. Paul, Minn. 





TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. : 

Subscription Price, per year, $1.00. Foreign countries, $1.25. 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 


ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, Authorized July 17, 1918. 
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Ohistmas Greeting, ‘Fallecs 


which convey the true Ghristmas message 
<1 






OR several years, we have offered Christmas greeting folders 
which have been a source of joy to those who have purchased 
them, as well as to those who have received them. This 

year, we have added THREE NEW DESIGNS making our selec- 

tion now SEVEN in number. 

The folders have been designed after careful and painstaking 
study to make them truly worthy to convey the sender’s greetings 
to friends and relatives at Christmas. All seven designs are 
beautifully lithographed in rich colors and gold, on special 
finish paper, and are supplied with envelopes. The workman- 
ship is of the finest, and was thought by many persons to have 
been executed in European studios, where the methods have been 
perfected through long years of experience. 











We are happy to be able to offer these truly artistic greeting 
folders to our friends and patrons, both because of their beauty, 
and because they are truly Catholic in spirit. They express in 
pictorial form the message of peace and good will which the 
Christ Child brought to earth, but which has been sadly lost 
sight of by many producers of Christmas cards, whose represen- 
tations are in large part of a worldly nature, entirely separated 
from any religious or spiritual sentiment. 











It would be difficult to find more beautiful and worthy greet- 
ing folders at so reasonable a price. The subjects are as follows:— 
The Beuronian Nativity Group The Divine Babe in the Sacred Host 
The Shepherds’ Visit The Adoration of the Magi 
The Mystical Rose Spiritual Bouquet 

The Angel Gabriel at the Crib 

PRICE PER BOX OF TEN FOLDERS — ONLY $1.00 (of 
any one subject or an assortment as desired) —- with envelopes. 

Those who would wish to see a sample of each card before 
ordering will be pleased to know that a sample set of all seven 
may be had for 75¢. See enclosed circular for illustration and 
order blank. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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“Dies Irae, Dies Fila” 


es Sa Se Sol 
The day of wrath, that dreadful day, 


Shall all the world in ashes lay, 
As David and the Sibyl say. 


What terror shall the soul affright, 
When comes that Judge whose searching sight 
Brings thought and word and deed to light. 


The last loud trumpet’s spreading tone 
Shall thro’ the place of tombs be blown, 
To summon all before the Throne. 


The written book shall be outspread, 
And all that it contains be read, 
To try the living and the dead. 


Then shall the Judge His throne attain, - 
And every secret sin arraign, 
Till nothing unavenged remain. 


What shall my guilty conscience plead, 
And who for me will intercede, 
When even saints forgiveness need? 


O day of weeping, day of woe, 

When, rising from his pyre below, 

The sinner to his Judge shall cry, 

“Spare me, Thou mighty God on high!” 

Ah, gentle Jesus, Savior blest, 

Grant to them all eternal rest! 

(From the Sequence of the Mass for the Dead.) 























+S ISIDORVS + SE) ae eae OPOLD EPA CE SLAVS ar > ED) OV 


¥ . ): @: “4 2% 4 pie : , 
Ne ie e BaNGE 
ALY “ak 


ly ay 


| Wied My ge AS 


gli 





i> THARS | sKOSE: ARINA: > ROSA). = 5 5] —— —2 > MPs Bill S LVDOVICVS?5 Fi] AOS 


Tabernacle and Fannie 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XI. 





Vol. 32 November, 1936 No. 7 





Precious Memorials 
For the Feast of All Saints — Nov. Ist 





F THERE is any feast day which, more than others, fills 

us with “homesickness for heaven,” it is the Feast of 
~ All Saints, when the Church celebrates with great ju- 
bilation the triumph of all her children who now rejoice 
in the everlasting bliss of their heavenly fatherland. 
Throughout the Mass for this feast, as well as the hymns 
and antiphons of the Divine Office, the longing of the 
faithful on earth to be united with the choirs of angels and saints 
blends with their joyous exultation in the glory which the elect now 
enjoy in heaven. 

On this feast the Church gives us an admirable picture of the 
heavenly Jerusalem. She places before us in spirit our Lord Jesus 
Christ as the triumphant Lamb, surrounded by the angel-hosts, the 
apostles and prophets, the martyrs and confessors and the vast choir 
of virgins, clothed in white garments and bearing palms in their hands, 
giving praise and thanks to God for their redemption in the Precious 
Blood of the Lamb. This majestic assembly before the throne of God 
is composed of those who here below were detached from worldly 
riches, who were gentle, afflicted, merciful, pure and peaceful, and 
suffered persecution for the Name of Jesus. , 
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Yet it is only the souls of the saints which are now enjoying the 
delights of heaven. Their bodies, separated from their souls at death, 
are still upon earth, awaiting the day of the general resurrection to 
be reunited with their souls and with them to be clothed with heavenly 
glory. In the meantime, these earthly remains, or “relics” as we call 
them, are held in great veneration by the Church and are instruments 
of grace and blessing to the faithful. As St. Chrysostom says so 
beautifully: “God wished to share the martyrs (that is, all the saints) 
with us; so while He took their souls to Himself in eternal glory, He 
left their bodies to us for a time, so that on the one hand they might 
be an inducement to us to imitate the virtues of the saints, and on the 
other hand might be the instruments of manifold benefits to us.” 

The Church honors the relics of the saints because they are the 
mortal remains of those who either shed their blood for God and for 
their holy Faith, or served God by a life of innocence and virtue, or 
by a holy penitential life and the performance of many good works. 
She venerates the bodies of the saints because they were once inhabited 
by an immortal soul made to the image and likeness of God; because 
they were temples of the Holy Ghost, as St. Paul affirms; and because 
one day they shall rise from the dead and shall be made similar to the 
glorified Body of Christ and by Him be conducted into celestial glory. 
As the body co-operated with the soul in the service of God, so too it 
is entitled to share, even in this world, the honor which is paid to 
the soul. 

Relics may consist either of the entire body of a saint, or of any 
portion thereof; but it is only when there is moral certainty of the 
genuineness of the relics that the Church permits honor to be paid to 
them. Furthermore, the recognized sanctity of a life is not sufficient 
to warrant public veneration of that person’s remains; it is only after 
the Church has publicly declared the beatification or canonization of a 
saint that his or her relics are entitled to public veneration. 

There is a second class of relics which the Church permits us to 
venerate, namely the garments which the saints have worn or the 
things which they have used; also, their graves and coffins, materials 
in which their remains were wrapped, earth soaked with the blood of 
martyrs, and even the instruments of martyrdom. Likewise, places 
hallowed by the lives of saints or by the fact that they are the resting 
places of their holy bodies, are held in veneration. 

So highly does the Church honor the relics of the saints that she 
has instituted a special feast in their honor, with proper Mass and 
Office. Formerly this feast was observed on October 30th, but now it 
is generally kept on Nqvember 5th. In the Benedictine Order, however, 
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it is observed on May 13th, because of the translation of certain relics 
on that date. 
Veneration among the Early Christians 

After the holy martyr St. Ignatius, the third bishop of Antioch, 
had been devoured by wild beasts in the Roman amphitheatre, the 
fragments which were left of his body were secretly gathered up by 
the Christians and taken to Antioch, where they were wrapped in 
finest linen and preserved as a most precious treasure of the Church. 
This occurred in the first century of the Christian era, which proves 
that from the very earliest times the relics of the saints were held in 
great veneration, and looked upon as channels of heavenly benedic- 
tions. During the Roman persecutions the Christians were most zealous 
in collecting and preserving the remains of the martyrs, often exposing 
themselves to great danger in order to carry out this work of love. 
They even soaked up the blood of the martyrs with linen napkins and 
handkerchiefs, which they carefully preserved and reverenced as most 
precious treasures. The holy virgins Praxedes and Pudentiana are 
said to have preserved the remains of no fewer than three thousand 
martyrs during the persecutions under Nero and Domitian. 

In the Roman catacombs, where the Christians celebrated the 
sacred Mysteries during the bloody persecutions, every altar was 
erected over the tomb of some martyr. Later, after the persecutions 
had ceased and Christianity began to spread, so that churches and 
chapels could no longer be placed over the martyrs’ graves, the Church 
prescribed that every altar upon which the Holy Sacrifice was offered 
must enclose the relics of saints. This prescription is effective even 
to the present day. 

The great doctors of the Church — St. Jerome, St. Augustine, St. 
Ambrose, St. Gregory of Nyssa, St. Bernard, St. Thomas Aquinas and 
others — wrote touchingly on the veneration of relics, and exemplified 
in their own lives the confidence of the Church in the salutary effects 
of this practice. The saintly Bishop, Gaudentius, considered it a 
special grace of Divine Providence for a Christian community to 
possess holy relics. No diamond, he said, could equal the extra- 
ordinary worth of such a treasure, and even the most precious of 
temporal things should be esteemed as worthless compared thereto; 
for the bodies of the saints are (as the Council of Nicea declared in 
787) fountains of healing, through which God bestows many benefits 
upon mankind. 

The servant of God, Anna Catherine Emmerich, possessed, among 
other gifts, the power of discerning sacred things. When the relics 
of saints were brought into her presence, even though concealed, she 











198 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


experienced transports of joy, and was often favored with visions of 
the saints to whom the relics belonged. On one occasion, when several 
relics were handed to her, she took them one by one and pressed them 
reverently to her heart, saying: “They are glorious; beautiful beyond 
expression!” One of them, however, she rejected as not genuine. 


Relics Glorified by Miracles 


God Himself has frequently glorified the relics of saints by mir- 
acles, and by their means bestowed singular benefits. St. Augustine 
relates that when the remains of the protomartyr, St. Stephen, were 
miraculously discovered, in the fifth century, an odor of indescribable 
sweetness exhaled from the coffin when it was opened. Among the 
throng of people which had gathered, seventy-three persons were im- 
mediately cured of various diseases. During the solemn translation 
of the relics to Jerusalem, abundant rains fell in regions which had 
long been parched by drouth, and many other wonders occurred, such 
as the cure of persons afflicted with blindness and even the raising of 
dead persons to life. Innumerable instances of similar favors could 
be cited from the lives of other saints. For example, in our own days, 
numerous miracles are wrought each year through the veneration of a 
relic of St. Anne at her famous shrine in Beaupre, Canada. 

However, God does not only glorify the relics of saints by granting 
miraculous favors through their agency, but also by punishing in an 
extraordinary manner persons who seek to lay desecrating hands 
upon them. Thus, in 1619, a Calvinist who sought to desecrate the 
tomb of St. John Nepomucene in the cathedral of Prague, Bohemia, 
was stricken to the ground by an invisible force, and died that same 
night in ‘excruciating torments. 

It is not surprising, then, to find the Church authorizing the prac- 
tice of venerating the relics of the saints, since God Himself has 
honored them so signally. The Council of Trent decreed that the faith- 
ful should have respect for the holy bodies of the martyrs and the 
other saints who are in heaven with Christ, and condemned those who 
opposed the honor and veneration paid to their relics. Not that these 
lifeless remains can of themselves work wonders or produce salutary 
effects; it is the power of God which works through them, in order to 
induce us to honor them and to fill us with confidence in the inter- 
cession of the saints. These relics are not idols, as the enemies of the 
Church would like to imply; they are simply the remains of bodies 
which have been sanctified by the Precious Blood of Jesus Christ, and 
in honoring them we honor the saint whose remains they are, and God, 
through whose grace they have been sanctified. 
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Thoughts for All Souls’ Day 





URING the cycle of ‘each succeeding year, there comes 
a season when nature lays aside her verdant apparel, 
when the bright, multicolored flowers wither, the red 
and golden leaves fall from the trees and the breath of 
destruction seems to drift over hill and vale, bespeaking 
the perishableness of all things earthly. In keeping 
with the sentiments of this season, holy Mother the 
Church draws the attention of her children to the fact that not only 
in nature but in human life also there must come a time of transition, 
when the brightness of life gives way to the darkness of death. She 
points her directing finger to the place of expiation after death, to those 
realms of purgation where souls must atone for the faults of their 
earthly life before they may be admitted to the glory of life eternal. 

On the feast of the commemoration of All Souls, the plaintive 
chant of the Office of the Dead rises to heaven, each psalm of which 
concludes with the earnest petition “Requiem aeternam dona eis, Do- 
mine — Grant them eternal rest, O Lord.” A touching, transporting 
power lies in these pleading accents of the Church’s prayer for the 
departed, which draws men’s hearts away from the dross of earth and 
carries them in spirit to the portals of eternity. It has been an almost 
universal experience that All Souls’ Day makes a deep impression upon 
everyone, even upon unbelievers who ignore Christmas and Easter, who 
believe neither in the mystery of the nativity of our Savior, nor in His 
glorious resurrection. The evidence of death, however, they cannot 
refuse nor disbelieve, especially when it comes to those near and dear 
to them: a cherished father or mother, a loved sister or brother. They 
understand the meaning of the death-knell, and are obliged to own that 
the solemnity of the Catholic ritual in behalf of the departed souls 
reaches the heart and brings light, grace and comfort not only to the 
dead, but also to the living. 

Truly all-embracing is the knowledge which our holy Mother ‘the 
Church has of the human heart! On All Souls’ Day she calls upon 
her faithful children to pray for the dead, yet she strives to mitigate 
the sadness and grief which they experience at the remembrance of 
their departed loved ones by shedding a ray of heaven upon the tomb, 
lighting up the shades of death with the glory of the resurrection. On 
the festival of All Saints, the preceding day, she depicts to us, her 
children, the happiness of the elect, their eternal delights and glory, 
in order that on All Souls’ Day we may be induced to pray fervently 
for all the faithful departed, that their debts may be cancelled and they 
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may be admitted to the courts of heaven, there with the heavenly hosts 
to sing forever the praises of the Triune God. 

Without the ray of Divine light from heaven given to us on All 
Saints’ Day, how dismal and dark would be the contemplation of death 
and expiation on All Souls’ Day! But God, knowing the human heart, 
its weaknesses and fears, gives us first an all-merciful glimpse of 
celestial peace and joy, that our hope may be strengthened and our 
sorrow lightened. He sends down into our valley of tears two bright 
daughters of heaven, Faith and Hope, to encourage and console our 
troubled hearts, and to put to flight all our terror. For faith tells us 
that death is but the prelude to life, the grave but the passing abode 
of our mortal bodies which are destined one day to rise again and to 
rejoice forever in the possession of eternal beatitude. And hope urges 
us to an undaunted trust in the goodness of God, who has created us, 
who has redeemed us, and who will one day reward us according to 
the merit of our lives. 

As we stand in contemplation at the graves of our dear departed 
ones, as we breathe our prayers for the repose of their souls and the 
souls of all the faithful departed, could we but be privileged to see 
the angels exultantly bearing to heaven the happy souls released 
through our efforts; could we but hear the glad strains of the resurrec- 
tion anthems which they sing! Then, indeed, would we comprehend 
the secret of All Souls’ Day! Then would we understand the power 
of prayer and the efficacy of sacrifice offered for the repose of the souls 
of the dead! Then would we truly realize that the saving power of 
prayer is greater even than the destroying power of death. 

How sublime, how transcendently beautiful is our holy religion, 
which thus consoles and comforts us even in the face of death! Our 
holy Mother the Church, over the tombs of our loved ones, whispers 
to us: “Nolite timere — Be not afraid: the tomb is but the cradle of 
immortality.” She urges us to contemplate not so much the passing 
away from earth of our loved ones, but rather the eternal inheritance 
which their belief in Christ and their faithful adherence to Him have 
won for them. She exhorts us to strive in every way possible to assist 
them by our prayers and sacrifices, to shorten their time of purgation 
and to hasten their admission into the mansions of eternal glory. 

Oh, how powerful, how blessed is our holy Faith, which alone 
enables us to sing over the graves of the dead: “O death! where is 
thy victory? O death! where is thy sting?” It is our holy Catholic 
Faith alone which can impart to our affections and our friendships a 
constancy extending beyond the tomb; which can repair and surmount 
the ravages of the years, of sickness and death. It is this Faith, under 











Tabernacle and Purgatory 201 


the power and goodness of God, which enables children to release 
from purgatory the souls of their fathers and mothers, sisters and 
brothers, and which enables parents to obtain eternal life for their 
children. And in this happy union of faith and hope, where the sor- 
rows of death are linked with the glories of eternal life, our holy 
Faith enlarges the heart of man so as to make him capable of feeling 
the poignant longing of all the departed souls for their eternal home, 
and fills his heart with the firm resolve to relieve their sufferings, that 
they may the sooner enter into the joys of their Lord. 

Thus All Souls’ Day is a feast which appeals to all mankind. In 
our churches, around our catafalques, in our cemeteries, amidst the 
splendid monuments and the simple graves, the Catholic prays with 
tenderness and the firm conviction that this day should be a day not 
of fear filled with the dread of death, but rather a day of peace and 
calm, of confidence and consolation, a looking forward to that abode 
of eternal blessedness which can be reached only by passing through 
the lowly portals of death. 





The Forgotten Dead 





1N THE coast of Brittany, where the cliffs are beaten. by 
the waves of the sea, there is a great rock whose summit 
is reached by a gentle slope and which looks far out 
over the waters. On the side of the rock overlooking 
the ocean, a cave has been dug out. The entrance has 
been closed and is surmounted by a large wooden cross, 
blackened and weatherbeaten. The fishermen living on 
the coast have given the rock a mysterious name which means: the 
rock from which you can see nothing coming. 

There is a pathetic story connected with this spot, which the coast- 
dwellers have handed down from generation to generation. ‘One day, 
in the years gone by, a young woman who was unknown to all took 
up her abode in the little village. She was often seen wandering about 
on the sea-shore, and climbing to the summit of the lonely rock. There 
she would remain for long hours, looking out to sea, motionless, 
searching the distant horizon in an attitude of forlorn grief. Day after 
day she would go to the great rock, always looking far out to sea, 
while tears and sighs bespoke her hidden sorrow. Soon she was known 
by all along the coast. Often the good people would try to console 
her and to find out the cause of her grief, but all they could learn from 
her was: J never see anything coming. This was her invariable reply 
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to all their questionings. Each day the rising sun found her keeping 
her lonely vigil upon the summit of the rock; nor did she leave her 
post when the tempests roared and surged about her and the cold wind 
from the ocean penetrated her limbs. And there, one stormy day, 
she died. The fishermen buried her in the cave, closed it with a heavy 
stone, and on the summit they placed a cross. 


A Plaintive Cry from Purgatory 


May we not draw a comparison between this lonely watcher on 
the cliff and the poor souls waiting on the shores of the Lake of Expi- 
ation, waiting in vain, looking toward the earth, hoping that there may 








What joy for the poor souls when the time of their deliverance arrives! 


come for them some alleviation? How sad we should feel were we 
able to hear their plaintive cry: “I never see anything coming!” 
During the month of November, when Holy Church urges us to 
remember the dear departed ones in our prayers and good works, are 
we not forcibly reminded of the truth of the poet’s words: “Forgetful- 
ness is the shroud of the dead”? Is there anyone forgotten so much 
as the dead? As long as our loved ones remain with us, the thought 
of them is ever in our minds, but once they have departed from our 
sight, is it not true that we forget them all too soon? It is a merciful 
but at the same time a sad truth that the wound caused by the death 
of our loved ones gradually heals; the living who surround us comfort 
and console us, and gradually we forget our sorrow. Doubtless this 
is a merciful dispensation of the Providence of God, and yet it should 
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not make us forget our dear departed ones. In many instances it is 
not that they are forgotten, but rather that the cares of life press upon 
us, our days are filled with occupations of many kinds, and we do 
not find it possible to do for our departed loved ones as much as 
we should like to do. 

If you find this true in your own case, dear reader, you will be 
consoled to know that your loved ones may become participants in 
unceasing prayers offered before God’s throne of mercy — the Most 
Blessed Sacrament exposed, and in other atoning works which will 
assist them to reach more quickly the heavenly goal for which they 
long. By having the names of your dear departed ones entered in the 
ASSOCIATION OF PERPETUAL ADORATION, established in our convents 
at Clyde, Missouri, Mundelein, Illinois, and also in our new founda- 
tion at Tucson, Arizona, they will become sharers in the unceasing 
prayers which the Benedictine Sisters offer before the Most Blessed 
Sacrament for the living and departed recommended to their prayers. 
Furthermore, all the Sisters daily offer Holy Mass, Holy Communion 
and other good works for these souls. What a power is thus placed 
within reach of all, to assist their departed loved ones who may still 
have a debt of pain and suffering to pay in purgatory! 

Many of our friends have the beautiful custom of inscribing the 
names of all their departed ones in the Association, thus assuring them- 
selves that not an hour of the day or night passes but fervent suppli- 
cations are offered for them. They find confidence in the knowledge 
that the Perpetual Adorers do not pray alone, but offer their suppli- 
cations in union with the praying Heart of Jesus Eucharistic, thus 
giving their prayers a value unspeakably great. 

Living members likewise participate in all the benefits of the 
Association, not only during life, but especially at the hour of death, 
and also after death — for the prayers of the Perpetual Adorers follow 
them into the realms of purgation, and do not leave them until they 
are admitted into the realms of bliss. 

The only requirement for both the living and deceased persons 
is to have the name registered, and to give but once an alms of not 
less than $1.00 for each member, which offering is used for the main- 
tenance of the sublime service of Perpetual Adoration. A member- 
ship certificate is sent for each person enrolled, and to the living 
members is likewise sent a highly blessed jubilee medal of St. Benedict. 


Privileged members of the Association enjoy additional 
benefits. If interested, further information may be ob- 
tained from the motherhouse at Clyde, Missouri. 


On the one day of the year set aside by Holy Church to bring 
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back to our memory the souls who have departed this life, let us 
remember not only our own loved ones, but also the forgotten and 
forsaken souls who have no ene to think of them, who have no hand 
stretched out to help them, no one to ask that they may be pardoned 
and allowed to see their God for whom they pine and who is destined 
to be their reward. Let us listen to their heart-rending plea: / watch, 
but I never see anything coming. Let us hasten to their relief, not only 
upon All Souls’ day, but every day of the year. 





The Church Needs It 





N 1858, when His Holiness Pope Pius IX was consulted 

| about a particular work in honor of the Most Holy 
» Eucharist, he exclaimed with enthusiasm: “It is a work 
which the Church needs! Let every means be employed 
to make the Blessed Sacrament better known.” These 
encouraging words have resounded through the past 
decades, and many a Eucharistic enterprise have they 
spurred on, despite hardships and difficulties. One of the means which 
attracts souls to the Holy Eucharist and makes them appreciate the 
truth: God is with us on our altars, is perpetual adoration. The sight 
of religious consecrated to God, kneeling day and night before the 
altar as month succeeds month, as year follows year, makes even the 
most superficial observer think, ponder, wonder. Add to perpetual 
adoration the magnificent, kingly homage of exposition of the Most 
Blessed Sacrament, and you have the special means given to our times 
by Divine Providence for the glorification of the Holy Eucharist. 

November 7th marks the first anniversary of the founding of our 
third sanctuary of Eucharistic praise in Tucson, Arizona. As month 
has succeeded month, the people of Tucson have learned to appreciate 
more fully their privilege of living in what has recently been styled 
a “City of the Holy Eucharist.” Any time of the day they may come 
to the little Sanctuary, and there find the Divine Master on His 
Eucharistic throne, awaiting them, longing to dispense to them the 
treasures of His merciful love. 

One of the outstanding evidences of Tucsonians’ devotedness to 
Jesus Eucharistic is the Association of the “Knights of the Blessed 
Sacrament,” formed on the Feast of Corpus Christi, June 16, 1936, * 
which, as mentioned in a previous issue, is composed of men who ~ 
pledge themselves to nocturnal adoration of the Most Blessed Sacra- 
ment. The words of Pius IX, “The Church needs” Eucharistic devoted- 
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ness, re-echo in their souls. The experimental truth, Our homes need 
the blessings of Eucharistic devotedness, rings in their hearts. 

From 9:00 P.M. till 4:00 A.M., on every Thursday night, group 
succeeds group in the little Eucharistic Sanctuary of Christ the King. 
On this one night of the week, the Most Blessed Sacrament is exposed 
for the adoration of the religious and the lay adorers. The latter are 
men who feel the need of Jesus Eucharistic in their individual lives, 
and they come to kneel in His sacred Presence, first to adore, to praise, 
to thank; then to petition, to implore, to supplicate. It is not a mass 
outpouring of a society one night a month, but a weekly sacrifice to 
which these men have spontaneously pledged themselves. 

Around the adoration hour of each of these lay adorers is woven 
a story of genuine sacrifice, from the high school boy whose alarm 
awakens his neighbors before it awakens him for his hour at 2:00 A.M., 
to the devout man who motors over fifty miles each Thursday to be 
in Tucson for his adoration hour that night. Living on a ranch fifty 
miles distant from the city, he leaves his labors Thursday afternoon, 
and with a holy light in his eyes and a Eucharistic love in his heart, 
he steers his little truck along the Catalina foothills, through the desert 
cactuses, longing for the hour when he will kneel in adoration in the 
Eucharistic Sanctuary of Perpetual Adoration. From 2:00 to 3:00 
A.M., he is kneeling there, gazing at Jesus in the Sacred Host; often 
it is 4:00 A.M. before he rises from his knees. Early Friday morning 
he is again on his way back to the ranch. Thus he bears out the state- 
ment of Pere Eymard, the “Priest of the Eucharist”: “To save society, 
we must revive the spirit of sacrifice; and it is only by drawing from 
the source, the Blessed Eucharist, that we can hope to obtain this result.” 

At some hours of the night, as many as nine lay adorers are 
present. If friends accompany the regular adorers, the number for 
one hour sometimes mounts to twelve. But always there are three or 
four, particularly during the hours after midnight, which, for working- 
men, are the most difficult. Every Thursday night since their Asso- 
ciation was organized, more than thirty men have knelt in adoration 
before the Most Blessed Sacrament exposed in the little Sanctuary at 
Tucson. They range in age from high school boys to aged men. 
Most of them, however, are fathers of families. One father, after 
keeping his nocturnal vigil for three successive weeks, interested his 
four sons, who are now among the privileged guards of honor. Two 
of the most faithful adorers, who have chosen the hours most painful 
to nature, have had their families consecrated to the Holy Eucharist. 

Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament, called the “Divine Magnet,” 
has most strikingly exercised His magnetic influence over the nocturna! 
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adorers in Tucson. Far from considering their weekly nocturnal hour 
of adoration sufficient, they add other Eucharistic devotions as the weeks 
pass. Those who at first came only for their night hour, now come 
to Benediction frequently in the evening; others stop during the day 
when passing the Chapel to make a visit or pray the Rosary. Thus 
the benign and sanctifying influence of the Adorable Sacrament of 
Love is being felt in their daily lives and in their homes. 





In the Blessed Sacrament, Jesus draws all hearts to Himself. 


Yes, the world, society, our nation, the family, all need the Blessed 
Sacrament. 

The Church needs Eucharistic devotedness. Study the situation 
in Spain. Many of the so-called “insurgents” stand for the “glory 
that was Spain.” The “reds” — called “loyalists” by a strange per- 
version of the term, followers of Communistic Russia, monsters of 
blood and terror, have long ago thrown aside the restraining influences 
of religion, have torn themselves from the Table of the Eucharist. 

Our country needs Eucharistic devotedness. Draw the faithful to 
the Most Blessed Sacrament, and there will be a firm, loyal, law-abid- 
ing citizenship. The morning papers will name among the peace- 
disturbers of the night none of the men who are devoted to the God 
of Peace in the Most Blessed Sacrament. 

Our families need Eucharistic devotedness. Bring souls to the 
Holy Eucharist and there will be no broken homes, for both parents 
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and children will draw their spirit of sacrifice, essentially necessary for 
happy family life, from the Holy Eucharist. Draw families to the 
Holy Eucharist, and they will conceive a distaste for the world and 
its foolish vanities. One father of a family who with his four growing 
boys and little daughter assists each evening at Benediction in Tucson, 
assures us that he does not urge them. In fact, they are to be seen in 
the Chapel half an hour before time for Benediction, praying the 
Rosary. “It keeps them from bad company; it keeps them from the 
movies; more, it nourishes a taste for the spiritual, and indifference 
for the worldly,” the father asserts. — All, precious fruits of Eucha- 
ristic devotion in the family! 

O God of Love, may countless souls be brought to bend their 
knees before Thee in the Holy Eucharist! Deign to shower with eternal 
benedictions those noble hearts who have brought sacrifices to help 
found and maintain our Sanctuaries of Perpetual Adoration at Clyde, 
Missouri, Mundelein, Illinois, and the humble little shrine at Tucson, 
Arizona, where, despite its simplicity, Jesus is showering on many 
souls the treasures pent up in His Eucharistic Heart. On this: first 
anniversary we thank our dear benefactors, and beg our Divine Savior 
to repay with spiritual and temporal blessings those who have assisted 
us, those who have enabled us to continue the life of Eucharistic wor- 
ship. It is a work which the Church needs! Glorious will be the 
reward of those who cause it to continue, to increase, to flourish! 





Special Aids for the Poor Souls 


ITH maternal solicitude, Holy Church has appointed very special means 
W of assisting her suffering members on the day of the Commemoration 
of All Souls. Besides permitting each of her priests to offer three 
Holy Masses on that day, she makes it possible for all the faithful to assist the 
departed by means of the well-known Tofies-Quofies indulgence. By virtue of 
this privilege, every Catholic who has received the sacrament of penance within 
the eight days immediately preceding or following, and Holy Communion on 
the day before, or on the day itself, or within the octave, may, from noon: of 
November Ist until midnight of November 2d, gain a plenary indulgence, ap- 
plicable to the poor souls in purgatory, each time he or she visits a church or 
chapel that is at least semi-public, and there prays for the intentions of the 
Pope. The prayers required are the Our Father, Hail Mary and Gloria, six 
times at every visit. Other prayers may be added, but those mentioned must 
be said to gain the indulgence. x 
During the octave of All Souls’ Day (Nov. Ist to 8th) all Masses offered 
at any altar and by any priest may be held to be privileged Masses, but the 
indulgence is applicable only to one particular soul. Those who visit the ceme- 
tery during the octave and pray piously for the dead, may, under the usual 
conditions, gain a daily plenary indulgence, applicable only to the deceased. 
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A Day of Joy 


i MONG the many joyous feasts of the ecclesiastical year, 
perhaps there is none more joyous in a religious com- 
munity than the day on which new members are added 
to its ranks. With the fervent novice kneeling before 
the altar, consecrating herself by her first temporary 
vows to the Divine Bridegroom of souls, memories of 
her own happy day of profession well up in the heart 
of each religious, and spontaneously she offers anew 
her own oblation in union. with that of the newly pro- 
fessed Sister. But still more joy-inspiring and soul- 
stirring is the moment when young religious, after the completion of 
their period of probation, consecrate themselves to God for time and 
eternity by pronouncing their perpetual vows. How pleasing to the 
Divine Bridegroom, too, must be this final and irrevocable troth which 
the soul plights with Him — choosing Him anew, as it were, as the 
supreme object of her heart’s affections, and declaring her unswerving 
fidelity to Him. Having tasted not only the joy and peace of the 
religious life, but also the sacrifices and trials which are inseparably 
linked with it, she generously declares her steadfastness in the holy 
state of religion and her fidelity to that sacred Bridegroom whom she 
chose on the day of her first profession as the only love of her soul. 

The Church clothes with elaborate ceremony the bestowing of the 
religious habit and the consecration of virgins to the service of God, 
for she looks upon holy profession as the mystic nuptial feast of Christ 
and His brides. The ritual of perpetual vows with its moments of 
sombre ceremony, culminating in triumphant joy, speaks most appeal- 
ingly to the heart and stirs within the soul the sublimest sentiments.* 
After the Holy Gospel is sung, a solemn hush falls upon the assembly. 
The officiating prelate, seated before the altar, sings three times, in 
the Name of the Divine Bridegroom, the solemn invitation: ‘““‘VENITE — 
Come,” raising his voice to a higher pitch at each repetition. Each 
time the choir takes up and completes the refrain: ‘‘Venite filiae, audite 
me: timorem Domini docebo vos —Come, daughters, hearken to me: 
I will teach you the fear of the Lord.” At each invitation, the Sisters 
who are about to make their perpetual vows draw nearer to the altar. 
Having reached the altar steps, they kneel while each ascends in 
turn to the upper step and reads aloud the solemn formula of her 
vows, by which she consecrates herself to God forever. Then the 
Sisters descend once more to the entrance of the sanctuary, and with 
hands upraised in an attitude of self-surrender, they echo their re- 
sponse to the Bridegroom’s invitation by this touching plea, also re- 
peated thrice in ascending tones: “SUSCIPE me, Domine, secundum 
eloquium tuum, et vivam, et non confundas me ab expectatione mea —. 
Uphold me, O Lord, according to Thy word, and I shall live: and let 
me not be confounded in my expectation.” : 

Again the choir takes up the refrain at each repetition, and in 








*The ritual is here described as followed in our Community. 
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that swelling chorus the souls of all the Sisters unite in offering them- 
selves anew to their Divine Spouse. At the end, the Gloria Patri is 
sung, and at its conclusion those who are being professed lie prostrate 
on the floor of the sanctuary and are covered with the black funeral 
pall. Lighted candles and a Crucifix are placed beside them, just as 
at the side of a bier, and the bell tolls while the celebrant chants 
solemn prayers of deep and beautiful significance. Then they are 
bidden to arise from their mystic grave, which is a symbol of their 
having died to the world to live to Christ. Joyfully they approach 
the altar, where the cuculla—the nuptial garment—jis bestowed 
upon them, a new veil is placed upon their head as a sign of their 
consecration, and the ring of espousal is placed upon their finger. 
Lastly they are crowned with a wreath of green laurels while the 
prelate recites this beautiful prayer: ‘‘Receive the crown of virginal 
excellence, that as you are crowned by us upon earth, so you may 
merit to be crowned by Christ with glory and honor.” Thus with a 
joy only they can know who have been the privileged participants in 
this ceremony, the spouses of Christ go forward upon the winding 
path of their vocation, which through joys and sorrows leads to the 
Heart of God and to eternal blessedness. 

On the 29th of August, these beautiful ceremonies again took 
place in our chapel of perpetual adoration. Fourteen. fervent young 
souls, renouncing the attractions of the world, consecrated themselves 
to the service of their Eucharistic King as adorers of His Sacrament 
of Love. Of these, three were invested with the holy habit of St. 
Benedict, four made their first annual vows, and seven took the final 
step in their religious consecration by pronouncing their perpetual 
vows. With gratitude to God for having thus augmented our numbers, 
we rejoice also that more workers have entered His vineyard, where 
the harvest is so great but the laborers so few. Today, more than 
ever, does the world need courageous souls who in the heart of Mother 
Church, are willing to be love, as was so beautifully expressed by the 
Little Flower. Such is the vocation of the Perpetual Adorer, who by 
a hidden life of prayer and sacrifice brings forth much fruit for 
eternity. Though the utility of a life devoted to prayer may be under- 
valued by those who do not fully appreciate the sublimity of the vo- 
cation, yet, as a spiritual writer has aptly said: “The hands upraised 
in prayer wield mightier weapons than those that wield the sword. 
The victories that are obtained on the supernatural battlefield are 
often to be traced to the prayer of an humble, hidden soul at the foot 
of the Eucharistic Throne.” 

May many courageous young souls be inspired by these lines to 
embrace the life of a Eucharistic Adorer, and to swell the numbers 
of those consecrated souls who, like the candles on the altar, consume 
their lives before the throne of mercy in supplicating graces for the 
world. 


A copy of our ‘‘Angelic Service’’ describing the life of our Community, will gladly 
be sent upon request to young ladies who feel drawn to a life of Eucharistic devotion. 


Address: Ven. Mother M. Dolorosa, Prioress 
Benedictine Convent of Pervetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Second Day — Creation of the Firmament (Concluded) 








Winds and Clouds 


HEN God created the beautiful firmament, He also pro- 
vided in wondrous ways for changes in the atmosphere, 
for the good of His creatures who were to dwell upon 
the earth. In His loving Providence He so constituted 
the air that it would be set in motion by changes in 
temperature, expanding when heated and contracting 
when chilled. Thus did He cause the winds to blow over 
the face of the earth — those mysterious ‘‘air-sprites”’ 
which work such havoc when they rise to violence and 
blow so soothingly when calm. If by the violent winds — cyclones, tor- 
nadoes and hurricanes — the power and majesty of God and the frailty 
of man are made manifest, the gentler winds show forth the infinite 

goodness of God by the inestimable benefits they bestow. They purify 
the air of foul and unwholesome vapors; they cause the clouds to shed 
their refreshing rain upon the thirsting earth; they temper the heat of 
the summer sun, and perform many other valuable services, even 
lightening the labors of man by driving windmills and other mechanical 

devices. 

A further work of Divine Providence was to adorn the firmament 
with clouds, which float so majestically in bright summer skies and 
bend their darkening forms close to the earth during the dreary days 
of winter, or when storms gather and the rain falls. These children 
of His goodness are born of the mists of earth, which constantly rise 
from oceans, lakes, rivers and swamps, and which, when they reach 
the cooler strata of the atmosphere, are transformed into clouds. How 
pleasing to the eye are their beautiful shapes and brilliant colors, and 
what comfort they bring when they screen for a little while the glowing 
face of the sun and modify the burning heat of its rays! -But these 
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condensed vapors, or clouds, have other functions to perform which are 
of still greater benefit to us. By the all-wise arrangement of their 
Creator, they ride on the wings of the wind and carry moisture from 
the earth’s great water basins, to sprinkle the earth with fruitful rains 
and replenish streams, lakes and rivers. 

And when the weather grows cold and the lower strata of the 
atmosphere are chilled, the tiny raindrops are formed into delicate, 
starlike crystals, which fall softly to earth and wrap it in a protecting 
mantle which prevents many plants from freezing. The exquisite beauty 
and perfect design of these tiny snowflakes are a new manifestation 
of the infinite lovableness of a God who deigns to exercise His almighty 
power on so tiny and frail a work of creation. And sometimes, even in 
summer, on account of certain changes in the atmosphere, the raindrops 
freeze as soon as they fall from the clouds and are formed into hard, 
icy balls, which fall to earth with violent force as hail—a seeming 
warning of the all-holy and just God not to misuse His gifts and 
humbly to implore every blessing from above. 


Third Day — Separation of Water and Land 


On the third day of creation were formed the continents of the 
earth, and the oceans, lakes, rivers, streams and other bodies of water 
came into being, while upon the dry land, mountains, hills and vales 
appeared in obedience to the Divine command. After recounting the 
work of the second day, the sacred narrative continues: “God also 
said: Let the waters that are under the heaven be gathered together 
into one place: and let the dry land appear. And it was so done. 
And God called the dry land Earth; and the gathering together of the 
waters He called Seas” (Gen. i. 9-10). 

Then the eye of the Almighty One again rested upon His work 
and saw that it was good. Let us, too, cast a glance upon these 
wondrous works of the Creator, and from them learn to know and 
love still better their Author and His infinite perfections. 

We shall first turn our attention to the planet of the earth itself — 
that wonderful palace destined to be the home of man. This immense 
orb, which our geography tells us is girdled by a circumference of 
25,000 miles, and which has a weight so tremendous that the com- 
bined powers of all men and beasts that shall ever inhabit it, could 
not move it even the slightest fraction of an inch, — this tremendous 
world-palace the Divine Builder, with infinite skill, fixed in space, 
neither supporting it by any foundation nor suspending it from above. 
What human builder could fix even a tiny bird’s nest in mid-air without 
support? And yet, God “founded upon the waters,’ as David sings 
in Psalm xxiii, the gigantic and exceedingly heavy globe of the world! 

Our geography tells us further that the earth is round; yet God 
in His wisdom has so arranged that its entire circuit may be inhabited 
by men and beasts. By establishing certain physical laws, He made 
it possible for creatures to maintain their balance upon all parts of 
the globe, and not to fall off into space. No matter in what part of 
the earth we live, the same blue firmament bends above us, and we 
all enjoy the light and warmth of the one same sun during the day, 
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and the beauty and brilliancy of the same moon and stars at night. 
Those on the under side of the earth are not turned head downward; 
nor do we feel the swift motion of the earth’s revolution, by means 
of which the all-wise and loving Creator provided for the regular 
recurrence of day and night. 

How wonderful, too, is the fact that the earth contains such a 
wealth of organic matter and brings forth such manifold forms of life, 
though all are nourished by the same juices and minerals, all for 
the use of man and the animals that serve him. In its bosom are 
harbored treasures of gold, silver, diamonds, and many other precious 
metals, minerals and stones. How diversified are the hills and vales, 
and the giant mountains which lift their peaks above the clouds! 
With what majestic peace they stand, their summits enveloped in 
eternal snow upon which no human foot has ever trodden! Only the 
eagle encircles them in his flight. No sound breaks the stillness of 
their dizzy heights, and they have stood immovable for centuries amid 
the storms and tempests which have lashed their giant forms. 

But these mountains and hills are not only beautiful to behold; 
they are also of incalculable benefit to us. Year after year they enrich 
the lowlands with the treasures of their melting snows, replenishing 
streams, rivers and lakes with limpid water. They serve as protection 
against lightning and storms; they temper alike the cutting north- 
wind and the burning winds of the south. But above all they turn 
our thoughts heavenward, to Him whose glory and majesty are but 
dimly reflected in their majestic forms. 


The Ocean 


And how shall we sufficiently admire the wonders of the mighty 
ocean! Whoever has stood on its shore and gazed out over the endless 
expanse of its rolling waters, or from the deck of a ship has looked 
out upon a world of sea and sky, must have experienced that profound 
sense of awe which in his ‘‘Apostrophe to the Ocean”’ the poet Tennyson 
has so beautifully expressed. Truly, here, if anywhere in creation, the 
human heart is invited to sing the praises of the majesty and greatness 
of God, and to acknowledge its own littleness and nothingness in the 
presence of a Creator whose works are so sublime. And as we gaze 
at the mighty breakers which dash against the rocky shore, must we 
not marvel at the thought that though centuries have rolled away since 
the Creator’s word was spoken, the waters of the ocean are still con- 
fined to the limits set by His almighty will? What mysterious power 
is it that prevents the ocean from overflowing its bounds and engulfing 
the mainland which it everywhere surrounds? The Almighty Creator 
Himself tells us: “I set My bounds around it, and made it bars and 
doors. And I said: Hitherto thou shalt come, and shalt go no further, 
and here thou shalt break thy swelling waves” (Job xxxviii. 10-11). 
“T have set the sand a bound for the sea, an everlasting ordinance, 
which it shall not pass over; and the waves thereof shall toss them- 
selves, and shall not prevail’ (Jer. v. 22). 

If at times this law seems to be broken, when a tidal wave rushes 
forth from the ocean and engulfs the surrounding land, let us remem- 
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ber that the Lord of creation may at His will loose the winds and 
release the imprisoned waters, to show forth His almighty power and 
the awfulness of His avenging justice. And let us behold also the rul- 
ing of His Divine power in the return of the waters to the bosom of 
their mother ocean, like repentant children when their naughtiness 
is spent. 

The bed in which the ocean sleeps is not soft and smooth like ours; 
like the surface of the earth, it is covered with hills and plains, deep 
abysses, crags and peaks. The islands which we see in lakes and oceans 
are not, as they would appear, floating tracts of land, but the summits 
of the loftier mountains and plateaus, rising above the waters. We are 
told that the ocean extends at some points to the astounding depth of 
twelve or thirteen miles. Think of the millions upon millions of drops 
of water of which this immense expanse of water is composed! And 
yet the omniscient God knows their number and holds them all, as it 
were, in the palm of His hand! 

To preserve this vast body of water from corruption, God in His 
providence seasoned it abundantly with salt and provided for its puri- 
fication by a constant movement of the waters. Especially is this 
accomplished by the ebbing and flowing of the tide, — a remarkable 
rising and falling of the water which occurs twice every twenty-four 
hours with clock-like regularity. 


Smaller Bodies of Water 


In His goodness, God provided also smaller bodies of water, pure 
and free from salt, to sustain plant and animal life upon the land. 
Even deep down beneath the surface of the earth, crystal springs carry 
cooling waters into wells and fountains, to be drawn for our refresh- 
ment and for the many needs of our daily life. Aside from the life- 
giving and cleansing properties of their waters, what beauty and charm 
do not lakes, rivers, brooks and fountains lend to our landscapes, 
mirroring in their depths the sun’s golden rays and the vivid colors of 
earth and sky. Thus, turn whichever way we will, we are confronted 
by numberless reflections of the attributes of our Creator — His beauty, 
His goodness, His wisdom and His love. 

As the thirsty traveler stoops to drink from the sparkling brook 
which winds it way among the glades, a mysterious voice seems to 
whisper from out its depths: ‘‘Behold, O child of man, with what wis- 
dom and goodness our Creator has formed me to serve your needs. 
From distant regions His hand gathered the precious drops of water 
in my bosom and led me by hidden, wondrous ways to you, that I might 
quench your burning thirst and delight you with my charms. He has 
counted every drop of water which I carry, and every winding of my 
course He has fore-ordained. Let therefore your song of thanksgiving 
blend with the music of my rippling waters, which rises as a ceaseless 
hymn of praise to the thrice holy God.” 


Trees and Plants 


Fittingly, on the same day He brought forth the dry land the 
Creator also clothed the earth with a wondrous variety of trees and 
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plants. Holy Scripture tells us: “And He said: Let the earth bring 
forth the green herb, and such as may seed, and the fruit tree 
yielding fruit after its kind, which may have seed in itself upon the 
earth. And it was so done’ (Gen. i. 11). Eternal Omnipotence spoke, 
and forthwith the earth was robed in a garment of wondrous green. 
A spring-tide of unspeakable beauty overspread all creation; in every 
corner of the earth, tender grasses, herbs, shrubs and trees sprang forth 
from the bosom of mother earth; flowers of thousands of varieties shed 
their fragrance upon the air; forests and fruit trees in luxuriant growth 
reared their spreading branches heavenward; yes, even in the waters’ 
depths, a plant life full of beauty and mystery sprang into being. 

Oh, how infinite are the riches of the Creator, who brings forth 
from one and the same mother earth such an innumerable variety of 
plants, differing so widely in their nature, in their structure, in the 
form and texture of their leaves, their blossoms and fruits; trees, 
shrubs, herbs, vegetables and flowers, each of an almost infinite variety, 
suited to every clime of earth, serving every need of man. Some of 
them are designed to offer shade and protection from sun and wind, 
and to furnish lumber and fuel; others provide delicious and whole- 
some food by their fruits, roots and tubers; others furnish raw material 
for the making of fabrics; and still others exist merely to delight the 
human eye and heart. Even weeds contribute their share of benefits, 
some of them serving as food for animals and many of them having 
medicinal properties. 

How incredible is the goodness of our God in giving us fruits of 
so many varieties! How incomprehensible His wisdom in imparting 
to each fruit its own particular form, color and taste, and empowering 
the seed of each to reproduce and retain the special form and flavor 
of its kind! How tender is the love of God, which fashions for our 
pleasure such an extensive variety of flowers, so manifold in the delicacy 
of their design, their color and their fragrance! How admirable is the 
providence of God, which places within a tiny seed the germ of a 
mighty tree; which bids the moisture of the earth, the warmth of the 
air and the light of the sun to co-operate in unfolding the mysterious 
powers of the little seed and to bring forth from it the majestic tree 
which in the springtime delights us with its blossoms, in the summer 
refreshes us with its cooling shade, in autumn bends down to us its 
fruit-laden branches, and in winter supplies fuel for our warmth! 

It would lead us too far afield to dwell in detail on the marvels of 
the plant kingdom — on the cell structure of plants, their external and 
internal form, their adaptation to their environment, etc.; on the per- 
fect and orderly formation of every stem and leaf, of even the lowliest 
weed growing unheeded by the wayside, or of the wild flower “wasting 
its sweetness on the desert air.’’ Let those who will consult the works 
of botanists, with a view to admiring and adoring the infinite attributes 
of their Creator reflected in the myriad mysteries of the vegetable 
kingdom; or, better still, study the great open book of nature, and let 
heart and mind be quickened by the wonders which it enfolds. 


To be continued. 
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An Angel of Reconciliation 


SLOW fire burned in the great fire-place, dimly dispelling 

the early morning shadows in the drawing room where 
Mr. d’Esty sat lost in reverie. The heavy hangings at 
the windows could not prevent the cold, damp air from 
penetrating into the room, and it seemed to add to the 
oppressiveness of his mind and heart. — “Now, I am 
at home,” he sighed, glancing slowly about the room. 
The shadows lingering about him, the fog outside which 
dimmed the window panes, the vaprous mist which 
seemed to cover everything, left him sadly desolate as the figures of 
the past rose before him. Again and again he reviewed in his mind the 
events of the past fifteen months since his mother had died: his ab- 
sence from her bedside because of travel in foreign lands; his bitter 
anger at learning that she had bequeathed this castle-home to his only 
sister and her daughter; his violent scene with them, and finally his 
taking the matter to court. 

“Yes, I was right in fighting for this old home,’’ he mused, as 
he pictured once again the long months of litigation, climaxed by the 
trial in which the will of his mother was adjudged illegal, and the 
family castle he had so much coveted was assigned to him by law. 
“Yes, it was worth fighting for!’”’ he added, half aloud: ‘‘Adele has 
never loved this home as I have loved it, and besides, she has Lucienne 
to comfort her.” 4 

Mr. d’Esty and his sister Adele had both married while young in 
years, and to both of them the sorrows of death and separation had 
come early in life. Just one year after the death of his dearly loved 
wife, had followed the death of Adele’s husband, and one child had 
remained to each of them. Like Adele, he had been deeply attached 
to his daughter; but in vain had he cared for his delicate little 
Christine. After a frail childhood she died at the age of sixteen, while 
Adele’s daughter, Lucienne, developed into a beautiful and robust 
young lady. Then it was that the despairing father had come to 
regard his niece, Lucienne, with something like aversion, perhaps for 
no other reason than that she was so fresh and beautiful, while his 
own child had been consigned to an early grave. Even the love which 
his mother cherished for Lucienne seemed to him an injustice toward 
his beloved child. Ah, yes, he had done well in wresting from Lucienne 
this ancestral home, which seemed to him but another one of life’s 
joys of which she was trying to deprive him. 

Slowly the accumulated bitterness of years spread over Mr. 
d’Esty’s heart until he felt forced to rise and seek relief from the 
emotions which were mastering him. He walked to a window and as 
he stood gazing out on the mist-covered landscape, he heard the church 
bells pealing insistently through the fog. 

“Why do they ring the bells?”’ he asked of a servant. ‘Has there 
been a wedding in the village?’”’ 

“No, sir, it is for High Mass; have you forgotten that today is 
All Saints’ Day?’”’ Mr. d’Esty was ashamed of his question; in the 
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pride of his victory and of his material possessions, he had forgotten 
this day which had always been held sacred by the members of his 
family. Hastily he dressed and was driven to the church, where he 
entered, hoping to find peace. But peace would not come to his heart. 
The family pew, of which he was the sole occupant, seemed so vast, 
and haunted by memories of the past; Adele and Lucienne would be 
kneeling there today, but for him and his mortal hatred! How would 
his mother feel toward him because of the jealousy he had shown in 
disputing her last wishes, and taking from her daughter the home she 
had left to her? 

Suddenly he remembered that he had also forgotten to have the 
graves of his departed loved ones decorated for the morrow — the 
feast of All Souls, when all the village-folk would visit the cemetery 
and lay tributes of love upon the graves of their dead. Ah, how could 
he have been so neglectful of his parents, his wife and his dear 
Christine? Engrossed in his lawsuit and other material interests, he 
had neglected his duty as a son, a husband and a father! As soon as 
the services were over, he determined to gather at least a small bou- 
quet and place it upon the graves, but as he wandered through the 
park surrounding the castle, he could not find so much as even one 
blossom. Everything was sad and desolate! Deeply humiliated at 
being forced to go empty-handed to the cemetery, he took a by-path 
so as to avoid the village street. The gate of the cemetery was open, 
and as he passed among the graves, he noticed with what loving care 
they had been tended. Even the simplest crosses were adorned with 
fresh blossoms. 

An “Angel of Faithful Memory” 

His heart was very heavy as he drew near to the plot of ground 
where reposed the remains of his parents, his wife and daughter. But 
to his astonishment he found that it had been carefully prepared, and 
was tastefully adorned with flowers and wreaths. Against a marble 
slab bearing the name of Christine, a splendid spray of white chrys- 
anthemums was resting. At his approach, a kneeling figure suddenly 
arose from beside Christine’s grave and stood abashed before him. 
‘“‘Lucienne!”’ cried Mr. d’Esty, ‘‘What are you doing here? Is it you 
who have taken care of the graves?’ 

“Yes, Uncle...I have often been here with Mother; but today 
she was poorly and could not come. As we feared you would not be 
here today and we did not wish our dead to be without prayers and 
flowers on All Souls’ Day, I have been happy to decorate the graves. 
and to offer my poor prayers for these souls so dear to us.” 

“And after what I have done to you and your mother, you have 
remembered my Christine in your prayers and have decorated her 
grave with these beautiful flowers?” 

“Yes, Uncle. Why should I not do so? I loved her dearly! And 
then, we cannot mix up in our miserable troubles those who have 
entered into rest!” 

Overcome by the generosity of his sister and the niece whom he 
had despised, Mr. d’Esty felt heartily ashamed of his conduct. ‘“Lu- 
cienne,’’ he said brokenly, after a short silence. ‘‘I have wronged you 
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very much, and I know you must despise me for it. But as there is 
no train to take you back to the city this morning, will you be good 
enough to come and take lunch with me at the castle?” 

Lucienne felt the invisible presence of the dear departed ones 
urging her to forgive and to forget, and to retie the broken threads 
of family affection. Conquering her aversion, she accepted the invi- 
tation, and ere long was seated at table by the side of the uncle who 
had wrested this home from her widowed mother. And yet she felt 
no bitterness in her heart! She could only breathe continued prayers 
for his forgiveness. And in Mr. d’Esty’s heart a great light had begun 
to shine. Now he realized the miesrable error of his ways. What 
folly was it that had constrained him to separate from and to injure 
the only persons in the world bound to him >y the warm ties of 
kindred? Had not Lucienne in her veins the si te blood as Christine, 
and could he not find in her the fugitive vision of his own lost child? 

When lunch was over, Mr. d’Esty spoke long and earnestly to 
Lucienne, telling her that now he realized how wrong he had been, 
and begging her to allow him to make restitution. ‘‘Lucienne,’’ he 
said, “in the cemetery you appeared to me as the angel of faithful 
memory; will you not also be the angel of reconciliation? Tell your 
mother that the castle-home is hers forever, as our mother wished. 
Tell her to take possession soon, and that I ask only two things of 
her and of you: a place in your affections, and sometimes a place at 
your hearth.” 

Touched, in turn, by her uncle’s generosity, Lucienne begged that 
he accompany her to her home and be personally reconciled with her 
mother. He finally consented, and a late hour that same evening 
found them at the simple apartment which Lucienne and her mother 
were occupying temporarily in the city of S. The scene which then 
took place between Mr. d’Esty and his sister must indeed have re- 
joiced the hearts of their departed loved ones, had they been per- 
mitted to witness it. Adele, in her truly noble way, not only forgave 
with all her heart the injury which had been done her by her brother, 
but insisted that he occupy a permanent place at the hearth of the 
family castle by sharing the home with her and Lucienne. And the 
secret aversion which Mr. d’Esty had cherished toward his niece was 
thenceforth converted into a deep, abiding love, proving still further 
how well Lucienne had fulfilled her office of ‘‘angel of reconciliation.” 





Assist the Souls in Purgatory — a 32-page booklet, with its 
practical suggestions for aiding the poor souls, is most timely for 
November. It will also help you to understand better what great benefit 
you yourself derive from assisting the poor souls. 38 for 10¢. 


All Ye Who Mourn — as its title implies, is especially designed 
to console those who are mourning the loss of a loved one. Also con- 
tains the Mass for the Dead, and many other beautiful and consoling 
prayers. Each 5¢. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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WHY EVERY 
CATHOLIC 


increases knowledge of our Catholic Faith; 
enkindles love of God; makes Catholics proud 
of their magnificent heritage — the True 
Faith — and makes them champions of N 
Catholic Action by the influence of their E 
devout Catholic lives. Because: — 
It deals mainly with the central Mystery E 
of our holy religion — THE BLESSED D 
SACRAMENT. S 
It teaches its readers to appreciate the 
great value of HOLY MASS and HOLY 
COMMUNION. 
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It draws hearts nearer to Jesus in the Sac- 
rament of His Love, from whence He 
dispenses help in need,: strength in 
temptation, consolation in sorrow. 

It teaches its readers to make Him a re- 
turn of love. 

It fosters a tender devotion to Mary, 
Mother of mankind, and a salutary 
devotion toward the poor souls. 





A 
N 
D 


PURGATORY 











Special Premiums 


. 


— the Christmas season we 
are offering special and un- 
usual premiums, so that you may 
obtain TWO CHRISTMAS GIFTS in 
one. And how? By sending one 
or more subscriptions as a gift, 
you AT THE SAME TIME EARN AN- 
OTHER GIFT — your premium — 
which you may use as a gift to 
some friend or relative. ? 


SEND TABERNACLE & PURGATORY 
as a gift 
and 


obtain some of the SPECIAL 
PREMIUMS we are offering! 
Seep 

As many of the junior readers 
of our magazine were so much 
pleased with the premiums they 
received in the Little Lovers’ Con- 
test, we have decided to give all 
parents the opportunity of securing 
some of these premiums as CHRIST- 
MAS GIFTS FOR THEIR CHILDREN. 
A list will gladly be sent to you 
upon request, 
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For 5 New Subscriptions 





gilded trimmings. 


Matheo, apostle of 
Sacred Heart. 
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Statue of the Infant of Prague 
7% in. of composition with 


The King of Love — an in- 
spiring book by Rev. Fr. 
the 


The Riddle of Konnersreuth — 
a timely and interesting ac- 
count of Teresa Neumann. 


Sterling silver chain & scapular 
medal — length 18 inches. 


PREMIUMS 





For 1 New Subscription 


The Treasures of the Mass — 
a thorough and devotional 
explanation of the Mass. 

THREE beautiful Christmas 
cards — lithographed in 
rich colors. 

TWELVE Christmas cards — 
plainer in style but very 
attractive. 

Pocket Manual — a useful and 
handy prayer-book, with 
Epistles & Gospels. 


For 2 New Subscriptions 


Missai — for Sundays and feast 
days, also contains devo- 
tional prayers. 

The Christian Home — a study 
of true happiness in the 
family. 

Folding Christmas Crib — 
beautifully colored. 


For 3 New Subscriptions 


Sterling silver medal — either 
a scapular or miraculous 
medal. 

“Jesus in the Hearts of Little 
Children’’ — an ideal child’s 
prayer-book, attractive 
cloth binding. 

Black cocoa rosary — with 
silver plated chain. 


For 4 New Subscriptions 


Child's prayer-book — same as 
above only in better binding. 

School set — containing arti- 
cles useful in school work. 

Hand-made rosary — German 
silver chain and _ colored 
beads. 

Medal and chain for boys — 
strong white metal chain 
and scapular medal. 
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Little Lovers’ League 


Our Christmas Contest 


Dear Little Lovers, while you have 
been hard at work studying, we have 
been thinking about you and wondering 
whether you would like to have another’ 
Christmas Contest. You did so well in 
the contest two years ago: you learned 
many beautiful lessons from the Child 
Jesus in the crib, and your letters were 
very well written — so we have decided 
to have another contest this Christmas. We hope many boys and girls 
will take part, as that makes it so much more interesting. 

To the Eucharistic Knight and the Eucharistic Handmaid who 
write the best letters telling: How the world welcomed Jesus on the 
first Christmas night, and how I will welcome Him into my heart on 
Christmas — we will give as the first prize a lovely folding Crib which 
well delight you. It is 11 x 121% in. in size and has beautiful figures 
of the Holy Family in colors. It will bring a true Christmas spirit 
into your home, and we know you would be happy to receive it as 
your prize. As a second prize, we will give a nice rosary. 

The next five best letters (both from boys and from girls) will 
be given honorable mention, and the writers will receive a little picture 
of the Child Jesus, in colors. 

We have decided to group those taking part in the contest into 

three different classes: (1) those twelve years of age and older; (2) 
those eight to twelve years of age; (3) those under eight. So be sure 
to give your age when you write your letter. The writers of the best 
and second best letters in each of these groups will be awarded a 
prize, both the boys and the girls. 

The contest will last from November Ist to December 10th, and 
the prizes will be sent in time so that the winners may have them for 
Christmas. Before you write your letters, you will want to think about 
the poor, cold stable at Bethlehem on the first Christmas night, what 
you would have liked to do to help St. Joseph, and our Blessed Mother 
and little Jesus, and also how you will welcome Jesus when He comes 
to your heart in Holy Communion on this Christmas. There are so 
many nice things we can do to make our hearts a place where He will 
be happy to come and dwell. We will be anxious to have you tell 
us some of them. 
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The Rules of the contest are: 

1. Do not copy from a book, but give your own ideas in your own 

words. (Small children may ask someone to help them.) 

2. Write your name and home address plainly at the end of 

your letter. 

3. Give your age, and the name of the school which you attend. 

4. Post your letter before midnight of December 10th. 

5. Address your letter in care of Department L. 

VIRTUE FOR NOVEMBER: Try to feel a real pity for the poor 
souls in purgatory, especially for the children who are suffering there, 
and help them all you can by praying the following aspiration at least 
ten times a day for them, 

ASPIRATION: Dear Lord Jesus, grant them eternal rest. (Ind. of 
300 days every time.) 


Little Joseph 


Copyright 1935 





Chapter IV — Gathering the Harvest 





Bitter-sweet Memories 


Continued 

HE doctors who were present at Joseph’s death, both of whom 
Qh were Protestants, said they had witnessed many a death, but 

never one like Joseph’s. One of them especially appeared very 
much affected and was unashamed of the tears that rolled down his 
cheeks. He was much impressed by the prayers at the deathbed which 
gave such comfort and strength to the family in their grief, and ex- 
pressed the thought that there must be something in such faith. 

The pastor was greatly surprised when he learned that Joseph 
had died just a short time before his arrival. He had been under the 
impression that Joseph was improving and on the way to recovery. 
When told of Joseph’s last hours he was much affected, unable to 
restrain his tears. Looking down sadly on the silent little form, he 
said feelingly, “There lies a little boy I loved. The best way I can 
explain it, he was like a magnet, possessing the power to draw one 
to him!” 

The undertaker remarked that Joseph must have suffered intensely, 
as he had never in his experience embalmed anyone like him. It was 
an impossibility to force air through his lungs, his throat and organs 
seemed to be completely obstructed. 

The Funeral 

During the time which intervened between the death and burial 

of Little Joseph, the weather changed to a severe and unusual cold 
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spell for November. The roads, heavily drifted with snow, prevented 
many of the relatives and friends from attending the funeral. Little 
Joseph, his color natural, appeared to be sleeping peacefully as he 
lay in his white casket; his hands were arranged as he had always 
placed them during his illness— the left with open palm on his 
breast, the right clasping a rosary at his side. 

It was very hard to take this once joyous, cheerful little lad away 
from the home where he had been so happy. When the door opened 
and the icy wind whirled the snowflakes over the casket, it seemed no 
colder than the chill that clutched their hearts to see their darling boy 
borne across the threshold of their home, never to return. His father, 
overcome, laid his hand on the casket with a gesture of anguish, saying, 
“Joseph! O Joseph! how can I give you up!” 

His classmates, boys near his age, had driven through the storm 
to do him honor as pall-bearers. The pastor had planned that the boys 
were to wear white cassocks, but because of the inclement weather he 
thought it best not to subject them to exposure. 

Slowly the funeral procession wended its way along the drifted 
roads. The cold, blustering wind dashed the scurrying snow against 
the car windows, mounting in tiny drifts along the panes. It was a 
beautiful world of pure white snow — symbolizing the innocent life 
of the little lad who was sadly being borne to his grave. To those he 
had left behind, it was a long, white, lonely road to Calvary in their 
suffering. ..a long, white road accompanied by the hovering presence 
of the Savior, with His wistful smile which seemed to remind that He, 
too, had traveled a lonely road to Calvary; and that He had promised 
to heal the oppressed with the soothing words, “Come to Me, all you 
that labor and are burdened, and I will refresh you.” 

There was a Solemn Requiem Mass at 10 o’clock at the Immaculate 
Conception Church in Ravenna. It was a consolation to the family to 
take Little Joseph to the church; to see him once more near our Lord, 
waiting in the tabernacle, where he had always seemed to find his 
chief source of joy in life. The school children attended in a body, to 
pay their last tribute of respect to the little schoolmate they had learned 
to love. Many eyes grew moist in mourning for the loss of the little boy 
who possessed the rare gift of spreading cheer and happiness amongst 
them. His teacher had drawn her veil over her face to conceal her 
grief; he had endeared himself to her in the few short months she had 
taught him, resulting in a strong mutual bond of love between them. 

Many hearts were stirred with emotion when the choir sang with 
deep feeling, “My Child, Give Me Thy Heart!” The selection was made 
with the thought that it would be pleasing to Joseph. 
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The Funeral Sermon 


The following are a few excerpts from the funeral sermon, re- 
corded by two of Joseph’s beloved aunts: — 


“Nineteen hundred years ago, when our Lord was going about the country 
on His mission of preaching and healing, He came one evening to a little 
village. As He was tired and weary from His long journey, He sat down by 
the wayside to rest. Mothers with their little ones crowded about Him to re- 
ceive His blessing. The apostles, thinking only of our Lord, as they knew He 
was very weary, wanted to send them away. But our Lord, reaching out His 
hands toward the little children, said to them, ‘Suffer the little ones to come 
unto Me, and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven!’ 

“And that is what He says to you this morning — to you, parents, whose 
hearts are heavy and whose heads are bowed with grief over the loss of your 
little boy, and to the rest of you gathered here, — ‘Suffer this little child to come 
unto Me, and forbid him not, for of such is the kingdom of heaven!’ Oh! what 
a consolation and joy it is, to know he is happy and united with our dear Lord 
in heaven. 

“God, the omnipotent, of infinite wisdom, does all things well! This little 
boy was with us only a short while. Our Lord, wanting him, said to his 
parents, ‘Give him to Me!’ ... This little flower, just a growing bud, was plucked 
from the earthly garden to be transplanted into His heavenly garden. What a 
blessing to have a little child in heaven praying for you! 

“Joseph's death is not like a death of today; it is like a death one reads 
about. We should not grieve over the death of a child, although it is only 
human that we do, loving them so much. A mother, gathering her little ones 
around her, teaches them to pray and to lisp the Names of Jesus and Mary. 
With a secret prayer in her heart, she asks the Blessed Mother to protect and 
watch over them, so that one day they may be happy with God for all eternity. 
So why, then, mother, do you grieve because God has answered your prayer! 

‘“‘We want our children to have the best we can give them. But what more 
could we ask for them than heaven! Much as we loved this child and shall 
miss him, we would not call him back... How gladly you or I would change 
places with him this moment if we could! 

“This child was exceptional in many ways. In his love and devotion to 
Jesus and His Blessed Mother, in his manner of playing, he was different from 
other children. He gave to the children of the Immaculate Conception School a 
fine example of what a boy should be. It is an honor to have had a student 
like him in our class room. To all you children gathered here — what a lesson 
you can learn from little Joseph — how to love Jesus and Mary, how to serve 
God in your childlike way as he did! I ask you, children, to pray for Joseph 
every day. I know if he were in your place, and one of you in his, he would 
not forget to pray for you. 

“Another thing I want you to remember: Joseph revealed his love and 
_ reverence for God and His Blessed Mother by arranging a little altar in their 
honor. It was his joy to gather flowers from garden and woodland to decorate 
it—a labor of love. There he would often be found, praying to the Jesus and 
the Blessed Mother he so dearly loved —to the Little Flower, to whom he had 
a great love and devotion. There, too, almost daily, would he go through the 
form of the Mass, using the priceless chalice that had been given to him by his 
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parents on Christmas. This little ceremony was performed in all earnestness, 
for it was one of his greatest aspirations in life to become one of God's priests. 
His parents, in their hour of great sorrow, should find peace and comfort in 
knowing that they have a little son in heaven, who can now play being one 
of God's priests forever.” 

Joseph’s former pastor at St. Paul’s, Akron, and the assistant pastor 
at Ravenna, preceded the funeral procession to Holy Cross Cemetery 
at Akron. It was still snowing, but the wind had died down and was 
not so sharp and blustering as it had been while driving from the 
house to the church. Gradually the snow ceased to fall; the scattering 
clouds occasionally revealed a faint sunlight as they neared the cemetery. 

Arriving at the cemetery, just as the car doors were opened, the 
sun came out through the drifting clouds in a brilliance of glory, 
spreading rays of sparkling crystals far out over the snow. It appeared 
like a soothing benediction to the mourners, reminded them of the 
promise of the resurrection, — lifted the shadows from their Calvary 
by easing the bitter sting of sorrow gripping them. 

The last prayers of the Church were said over Little Joseph. His 
casket, now laden with flowers, rested above the open grave, which had 
been surrounded with a blanket of artificial grass; a small plot of 
emerald green, in strong contrast with the expansive blanket of white 
with its gleaming crystals of snow. 

It was an effort for his loved ones to turn away from that silent 
grave; to leave their little Joseph, and face the loneliness of the home 
that would know him no more — that never again would resound with 
the happy gaiety of his voice. At the cemetery entrance they turned 
for a long, last look at the little white casket. “Oh!... we have to 
leave him!” Joseph’s grandmother sobbed. “Yes, Mamma!” his mother 
answered, controlling her own grief to comfort; “but think of Our 
Blessed Mother... She had to leave her Divine Son!” With that com- 
forting thought, they turned for strength to the Sorrowing Mother, 
who knew so intimately what they were undergoing. 

A Protestant friend who attended the funeral was heard to remark 
that he never saw a home where death was accepted with such a spirit 
of resignation. “It must be their religion!” he concluded. Uncon- 
sciously, it would appear, someone suggested that in an indirect way 
Joseph’s influence and presence was being felt. To be continued 
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This practical yet highly devo- 
tional explanation of the Adorable 
Sacrifice of the Mass has already 
brought light and inspiration to 
many persons. One reader remarks: 

“I wish to order four more booklets 
‘The Treasures of the Mass’ to donate 
to the Catholic Daughters. The book 
NW is wonderful. My aim is to get all 

the members of our court to read it, 
then I know our church will be filled 
each morning at Mass. I wish I 
could afford to donate a book to each 
of my friends.” 

What more suitable Christmas 
gift could be given to priests, re- 
ligious, members of your clubs or 
sodalities, relatives and friends? The Treasures of the Mass 
will prove a veritable treasure to all who receive it, because it 
will teach them to draw treasures of grace from the Savior’s 
fountains: the countless Holy Masses offered unceasingly from 
the rising to the setting of the sun. Do not fail to put THE 
TREASURES OF THE MASS on the list of gifts you will give 
for Christmas. 


The brochure is bound in attractive and durable corduroy-finish paper; 
128 pages, 25 cts. each; reduction for quantities; postage extra on all orders. 
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Artistic ee ee for 1937 


\ATHOLICS are always pleased when they can select 
calendars with art subjects which are genuinely devo- 
tional. Then a glance at the calendar not only gives them 
the information they are seeking as to the day of the week 
or month, but also gives inspiring thoughts, elevating the 
mind above the cares of every-day life. 


Our calendars for 1937 embrace a variety of religious ~ 
subjects, in rich colors; each subject might well be framed 
later as a holy picture: — 


A variety of pleasing subjects, in colors, ...................- 25¢ 
(Size of calendar, 15 in.x 9% in. Calendar pad 
4% in.x 2% in., with figures in black and red.) 
A dainty little calendar with religious pictures in colors, 10¢ 
(Size 5% in. x 8% in.) 
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Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Co Help You at Christmas 


—<>— 


ECAUSE. of the difficult conditions prevailing as a result 
of the depression, many persons will doubtless be looking 
for worth-while, yet inexpensive gifts to give to friends 
and relatives at Christmas. What could better meet and 

answer this need than our collection of 59 edifying, devotional, 
consoling booklets — booklets suitable to every age and station 
in life? 

LET US HELP YOU TO A SOLUTION of your gift prob- 
lem. Our 5 ct. and 10 ct. booklets will enable you to remember 
all your friends and relatives with gifts which will be a source of 
untold benefit to them, not only during the brief days of the 
Christmas season — but for all the year. We are making a special 
rate of $3.75 postpaid for our entire collection of 59 booklets, 
and we gladly MAKE UP SPECIAL COMBINATIONS in attrac- 


tive gift wrappings and with greeting cards, to send direct to the 


‘_-ys 


recipient, if you wish. 
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Write us for details of our special combinations for Father, 
Mother, Sister, Brother, your Pastor, Religious, the sick, etc. 
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St. Gertrude the Great — (Feast November 17th) an account 
of her wonderful life and revelations. Her Divinely-communicated 
messages cannot fail to inspire souls with a greater love for our 
Savior, and an unbounded confidence in His merciful mediation. 64 
pages, 10¢ each; reduction for quantities; postage extra. 


Little Devotions to the contains affectionate conversations with the 
Divine Babe, very appealing for use during 
Christmas-tide, and as a preparation for 
it. It also contains litany, aspirations and other prayers. 5¢ each; 
reduction for quantities; postage extra. 








Infant Jesus 
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A history of the devotion and of the mar- 
velous favors obtained from the powerful 
Infant King, with litanies and other 
prayers. 5¢ each; reduction for quantities; postage extra. 


Devotion to the 
Infant Jesus of Prague 
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